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with my own mother—said flatly that no man could be trusted, her
son included, but I discounted her cynicism, thinking it could be
explained by her own experience. Tracy's father wasn't a faithful
husband. His conduct was very hard on Tracy as a small boy; he
sided with his mother and despised his father. I couldn't conceive
he would follow in his father's footsteps.
Then one night he and I dined with a wealthy customer who
owns an Arizona ranch. While the men talked business, the wife
showed me photographs of their ranch. Among them was a snap-
shot of Tracy riding out of their corral with a strange girl. When I
asked some questions, the hostess said the girl was a neighboring
rancher's daughter, but she sounded embarrassed. Later I spoke to
Tracy, and he looked me straight in the eye—he wasn't embar-
rassed in the least—and declared he couldn't recall anything about
the girl. It was Carol, of course. He was squiring her around among
his out-of-town friends. At times the two of them were even taking
trips together. Everybody knew about the situation except me.
A few months after that dinner, Tracy told me he had to attend
a convention, in Dallas, Texas. During his absence Johnnie, our older
boy, broke his arm. It was a simple fracture, but I telegraphed the
Dallas hotel where Tracy was supposed to be. My telegram came
back, and I was notified that he wasn't registered. Two days later
he walked in, kissed me, and began talking about the blistering
heat in Dallas. I asked about the undelivered telegram. For a mo-
ment he was flustered. Then he produced a glib tale to the effect
the convention had adjourned early, and he had gone on to visit a
customer in Houston. I knew this was untrue because I'd checked
his itinerary with the local office, something I rarely do. I don't
make a habit of meddling in his business. According to the office,
no convention had been held in Dallas, and Tracy was actually
in Tucson. I dropped the subject. M&yfce I didn't want to know
what he was doing in Arizona.
Shortly afterward I learned the whole story. It was late at night,
and Tracy and I were in bed asleep when the phone rang. I an-
swered it. Carol was calling from Tucson. She was high as a kite.

